RUSSIAN ENGINEER

A waiting automobile rushed us to our hotel in
the heart of Moscow, and so swift was our journey
that we had little more than a glimpse of the passing
streets. However, the gloom which had been so
obvious since we crossed the frontier was still in
evidence, and I could not admit that my first
impressions of the Soviet city were at all favourable.
But we certainly had nothing to complain of on
arrival at the hotel. It was a first-class building, and
service was good. An immaculate waiter escorted
us to a fine suite of rooms on the first floor. The
suite was beautifully furnished and might well have
been situated in any other famous capital.

Before leaving, Koshlakov handed me a huge roll
of Russian notes which he casually referred to as
" expense money," after which he bade us adieu
and promised to return to us later in the day. We
did not bother to explore the city that day and were
still in our suite when they returned.

Shigaev asked whether we had dined, and when
we answered in the negative suggested that we
partake of a " real Russian dinner/' This seemed
quite a pleasant prospect, and we invited them to
go ahead and order it. Apparently this suggestion
suited them admirably, for Shigaev rushed to the
telephone and for some minutes shouted animatedly
into the instrument.

Soon afterwards waiters appeared and spread the
table in our dining-room and then came the most
astonishing selection of dishes ! I shall not tell the
reader what the various courses contained, for the

28